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The true story of a lioness who was brought up from cub-

hood by 7OV ADAMSOWN and her husband, a semior
game warden; they taught her to stalk and kill for herself

so that she could be set free into the African fungle







E'LSA’S story begins one day when my hushand George
and I were out with our Landrover. George had gone off
into the bush when he was suddenly charged by a wild
lioness. He had to kill her and it was while he was looking
at the beautiful creature that he realised why she had been so
angry—she was defending her cubs. He and Nuru, our
African boy, searched until they found three tiny lionesses—
not more than a few days old, hidden down a hole in a rock.
He brought the babies back to me and we took them home.
Our rock hyrax, Pati-Pati, who had been with us as a faithful
friend for six years immediately took on the role of nanny

and watched over her lively children with great care.




For two days we couldn't persuade them to take any

milk at all but once they found out how delicious tinned
rmulk 13 they could hardly get enough of it.

They were always together and watched
anything unusual with great concentration.






We gave them rubber balls and inner tubes to play with.

The latter were perfect for games of tug-of-war.
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When they were about ten weeks old and were developing
a fancy for books and cushions, we decided to build a door
of wire and place it across the entrance to the veranda.
The cubs resented this very much but they soon found
plenty to occupy them outside the house—and were
particularly fond of playing “King of the Castle” on the
potato bag.
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